














Praise for Blind Grave Robber 


"Back when I had a PO box I used to get all sorts of stuff from people who’d read my books: 
letters, rants, threats, poems and stories and some things even I couldn’t classify. Most of it was 
the ramblings of disturbed minds (ah, my fans!)but this BLIND GRAVE ROBBER stuck out 
from the rest like Miles Davis at an insurance salesmen’s convention. Not bad, not bad at all"— 
Raegan Butcher, author of Stone Hotel and Rusty String Quartet 

“Poetry chapbook by this young American poet. I hope you know that I love poets. I really do. 
But this is a fine example of where ordinary prose is somehow sculpted into poetry by a liberal 
bashing of the return key. As prose it is curious enough, little notes here and there on Benazir 
Bhutto, bullying, old maps, famous dead guys drinking liquor and a good poem on number. All 
in all a great read and a promising chapbook - look this feller up for more information .”—In 
Vino Veritas Zine Distro 
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For L.B., because I missed my chance at being with you. 
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Introduction 


Garrett Schuelke, to quote Jeff McDaniel, is the hand reaching out of the wreck. 

Reading and reflecting on Wotan is an emotional and spiritual experience. For anyone who has 
experienced the taste of poverty and the bigotry of the streets; for anyone who’s ever struggled to 
put down the words to a dysfunctional family; for anyone who’s ever worked a shit job that isn’t 
right no matter how many times you turn its Rubik’s cube, this is the book for you. This deeply 
personal collection of thoughts opens the door to shocking comparisons and a fresh, upbeat style, 
influenced by the Beat Generation and possibly, most prominently, Crimethinc’s Reagan 
Butcher. 

From “Capitalist Sketches” to the title poem, Schuelke is constantly haunted by the individual 
horrors of both worlds: the fake, grave-like suburban lifestyle of the decades-long union job, or 
the insecurity and misery of the constantly displaced yet always dreaming proletariat. These 
poems are as vivid in their unique details of a crumbling society as they are true to this poet, who 
is as sincere a person as I have known. 

My advice to any reader who picks up this book is to read it in the same way Schuelke has lived: 
with eyes wide open, never missing the small injustices, nor the small kindnesses, nor the color 
and scent of the drapes (if you happen to have them). Like his predecessors of the Beat 
Generation, Schuelke will drag you through the gutters of family and the grime of the curbs with 
him — and I couldn’t think of a better guide. I hope you enjoy the gems in Wotan as much as I. 

John Withee, author of State and Stasis and The Scallywags of Nobody’s Island 

Jan. 2014 
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Wotan 
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Train Dreams 


As I watch 
that Amtrak 
train go by 
while I mop 
this laundry 
room, I think 
I can barely 
see a bit of 
my dreams 
trailing along 
behind it. 
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Underwater Rave-Orgy in Ten Years for Robin Banks 

“See, if you can’t do what you imagine, 
then what is imagination to you?” 

-Kid Cudi 

you tried to absorb me into your being like you did all those other stars/ i’m a black hole within 
this universe taking everything in and never giving anything back/ but how stupid was i to 
attempt to make you an eternal invincible immortal goddess-ghost mine/ 

fuck yeah sean stoto! fuck yeah zach smith! fuck yeah elizabeth rose! fuck yeah james duke! 
fuck yeah allie fine! fuck yeah leslie rose! fuck yeah sean hartman! fuck yeah andrew joyce! fuck 
yeah ang basham! fuck yeah abraham hempel! fuck yeah aaron clemenson! 

we’re all tiger blooded motherfuckers committing hood rat stuff throughout the student ghetto/ 
thelemic demi-gods blazing pure rainbow karma from the ant hill to vine collective/on our way 
to the fat guy house we leave a pot of lady slippers on the doorstep of scorpion island (RIP) 
chant buddhist prayers in front of la iglesia (RIP) and speak fondly of deer blood house while 
902 davis releases its pollen in the distance/ we temporarily forget the times at the no fun house 
before we head off to bronson park to cuddle on whitmans grass/ 

fuck yeah nola wiersma! fuck yeah neil shah! fuck yeah kamesha rolan! fuck yeah chris caloia! 
fuck yeah tim caldwell! fuck yeah paul caloia (aka BAREFOOT PAUL—THE OFFICIAL 
LOVE GOD OF THIS POEM)! fuck yeah kjartan code! fuck yeah abe hempel! fuck yeah andy 
savina! fuck yeah russ wagner! fuck yeah david ex! fuck yeah nic hampton! fuck yeah ian 
howell! 

FUTURE EVENTS SUCH AS THESE WILL AFFECT YOU IN THE FUTURE/ not to 
mention the multiverse every alternate timeline and the bizarre galaxy/ tea shilling fascists 
invade our territory demanding we give up our blood in order to fuel the ameriKKKan patriotic 
frankenstein/ the throwing of rocks would be an all too appropriate response but we know that 
kzoo’s pigs would gladly stomp us into the ground without hesitation nor mercy if we harm their 
fellow capitalist swine/ we drape ourselves in british flags while we serve the best meals that 
food not bombs car offer to everything they have been taught to despise and blame/ they play 
songs such as bom in the u.s.a. repeatedly (OBVIOUS IRONY IS OBVIOUS!) and we fight 
back by writing THE GAME on the sidewalks surrounding them/ 

fuck yeah derek jackson! fuck yeah sid redlin! fuck yeah garret schuelke! fuck yeah andy argo! 
fuck yeah Sebastian fryer! fuck yeah bridget dooley! fuck yeah mac armstrong! fuck yeah andrew 
kuharevicz! fuck yeah joe veld! fuck yeah david bolema! fuck yeah mark finazzo! fuck yeah 
skylar makowski! fuck yeah sarah shultz! 

at fourth coast hanging out underneath the bright white moon/we discuss the significance of 
david lynch’s rabbits and quote our favorite passages from mitchell heisman’s 1,905 page suicide 
note/ for some reason the music playing right now is total crap/ i demand the barista to play the 
zombie apocalypse now and the toro and the national guard albums i recently dug out of the 
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grave/ he shakes his head no and i yell “then change it to damn WIDR! or put on bob parlocha!/ 
FUCKIN’ DESTINY HOW DOES IT WORK?!?/ 


fuck yeah alex young! fuck yeah ben ayers! fuck yeah andrew weissenborn! fuck yeah olivia 
rappel! fuck yeah andy catlin! fuck yeah josh veld! fuck yeah jesse duke! fuck yeah aaron 
grundy! fuck yeah aaron geer! fuck yeah chelsea thorpe! fuck yeah geoff shafto! fuck yeah joe 
szuszwalak! fuck yeah nathan richards! fuck yeah zach tyson! fuck yeah zach jacoboni! 

ACKLEY KID THE WRAP MATT BLACK FISHERKING PAN GOOD NEWS ALMANAC 
SHOUTERS GLOWFRIENDS BIKETUFF and NATURAL DISASTERS own the strutt 
tonight/ DJ Mickey Mouse is spinning deadmau5 tracks between sets gathering everyones chi 
with his holy mantra “hoo hoo fuck cops!”/ through smoke our souls are deranged and scatters 
within the spiritual presence of rimbaud / through drink our minds are sacrificed to dionysus/ 

it goes on and on until the moon and sun are replaced by venus and mars and we close our eyes 
and accept the tender embrace of the 

CERAMIC LION 

“Honestly I can’t remember those (teen dreams) 
all my teenage feelings and their meanings. ” 

-American Football 
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Bed On The Couch 


Make me a bed right there on your couch 
Make me a bed right there on your couch 
I plop on down and make a bed on your couch 

I’m a poor lonesome punk, I’m too tired to go home 
I’m a poor lonesome punk, I’m too tired to go home 
I plop on down and make a bed on your couch 

Cops on my tail cause I started a riot 
Cops on my tail cause I started a riot 
I plop on down and make a bed on your couch 

The clock is broken, I think I’ll sleep in 
The clock is broken, I think I’ll sleep in 
I plop on down and make a bed on your couch 

Bed on the couch, baby bed on the couch 
Make me a bed right there on your couch 
I plop on down and make a bed on your couch 

*Based on the melody of the folk song "Bed on the Floor”, first heard from Woody Guthrie 
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Unwanted Sunrises/4 a.m. Birds 


Between the blinds you invade my darkness. I cover up with a blanket and you illuminate it, 
while the birds chirp, showing their allegiance, my eyeball veins throbbing, streaming lava. 

I shower myself with acid, mumbling threats to the Sandman and his allies. “I own your night. I 
didn’t want any part of it, you forced it on me. Next time you come around, I’m gonna make you 
swallow all of it—gorge you with those dreams and nightmares you never allow me to 
experience.” 

I head to class and envy the skeletons. They think they’re so rad, with their fully functioning 
organs, crystal skins, and unpunctured spirits. They’ll waste away eventually like I have, though 
I wish Morpheus would have given me the same opportunities he gave them. 

You keep the spotlight on me until I reach Brown Hall, then you harass me with random beams 
through the windows during the lecture. I try to meditate upon being a Blakian sunflower, but my 
red eyelids transform me into a vampiric Batman. 

Unlike him, I just can’t vanish into particles 

*** 

At 4:00 a.m., I can hear some birds outside of my apartment chirping it up with one another. 

They don’t seem to mind that there’s no sun out, nor care that I’m trying to sleep. 

Four more hours till I have to get up for the advanced journalism class I despise. By now I don’t 
care about getting any good sleep. I’m more concerned about getting a decent nap. 

I look out my window while the birds chirp. The soft blue glow comes through the shades, 
almost making me think the suns’ staring to come up. 

My chest is tightening. I cough and hunch over. I stagger to the toilet and continue hacking. It 
grips my Adam's apple, and I vomit. I cough again and some mush lands on the rim. I blow my 
nose with toilet paper and half of what comes out is blood. 

I drink some water, go back to the loveseat, wheezing, dreading, and listening to the 4:15 a.m. 
birds. 
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Medication Imagination 


took imagination, always medication, 
alone sitting attending women medication. 

she shows me the paper family how they result on big medication. 

my mother took the majority of anti-depressants and told the science receptionist 

looking to the left “i .. .this is a failure.” 

before we were ki nd of down with flowers vegetables and only being in class. 

sometimes we kind of tried english garden dreams in a year. 

some University Dreamers and heroes are here, and down was enough for me 

the paper said “Suicide is personal—all he wanted left was not to end up dead first in Michigan.” 
If you don’t keep the number, i understand what your soul is like, while I couldn’t figure out my 
own. 

Sure—a writer’s night and a greedy bastard carried the clip throughout his travels, 
she’s committed and it’s all his fault, 
him and i are homeless. 

in the back i mustered boredom. 

my Being is big and monotonous filled with flowers, vegetables, and depression, 
your smile told her that she was looking to be told causes. 

“Well,” i said “i can’t medicate thanks to your mother’s dreams about me.” 

for families of zero kids, i picture longtime suicides. 

i ended my time daydreaming when I realized how fucked it was that i couldn’t sit with Kerouac. 
hey Hunter, do you have your gun on me? 

A bored mind was made by a child. 

what’s bad about this problem is that it’s a sign of continued imagination and thoughts, 
i was wrong on my diagnosed analysis. 

the counselor told me of students who looked to the end of the wild for corrections, 
he was recognized for his big cacti and for never wanting to down medication prescribed by 
other doctors. 

after his feats was me and i’m from someone else’s room. 

she’s down in the garden again wife number xoxo/ some of these wives i could have for myself/ i 
said in english “how do I put myself in these shows?”/ help came from Thompson and i was 
paired up with someone at the table/ she had a history of hard traveling/ i planned our 
relationship/ i later called her after i got of school only to learn that she was a talent wanted child 
who was already committed to the hard semester/ 
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i smiled when i learned that my new name will be “Working”/ it fits my every ambition as well 
as conveys great information/ my doctor at the hospital said “when it comes to soul matters that’s 
all personal”/ i was going through a down thought so i wrote an essay/ the only problem was that 
the woman next to me kept yelling “hello! are you writing about medication?! You’re as open as 
paper! my garden is working on something entirely mediocre! i hope these facts about myself 
have helped you so far!”/ 

even with imagination there is always a white slash showing how my longing for her was a 
required percentage of my creativity. 

i am a type of dreamer who refuses to form answers to my questions. 
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Cold Crow Blues 


Cold crow, Cold crow 
I wish you wouldn’t fly away 
Cold crow, Cold crow 
I wish you wouldn’t fly away 
If you could hang around 
It would really make my day 

The snow is starting to fall 
And I have to work outside 
The snow is starting to fall 
And I have to work outside 
With the way the wind is blowing 
I won’t blame you if you hide 

See ya some other time, cold crow 

I hope it will be sometime soon 

See ya some other time, cold crow 

I hope it will be sometime soon 

With the way things have been going lately 

I’ll probably be forced to work till noon 
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Carl Sandburg Village 

“And then one day / got a true look at the Poor, millions of the Poor, patient and toiling; more 
patient than crags, tides, and stars; innumerable, patient as the darkness of night—and all 
broken, humble ruins of nations. ”-C.S. 

While tonight hookers absorb filtered sunlight, and weeds are momentarily squashed despising 
their revered cousins, and a yellow bottle shakes as the red line comes in, and people yell 
HAPPY FRIDAY when you’re doing the Friedman, then heckle HAPPY BIRTHDAY when 
you’re convulsing on Bacchus’s doorstep, and every living being endures a mini shock doctrine, 
and the radical legions are contained in a woodland mount away from it all. 

It doesn’t take this man passed out on the bench between the sports grill and the pasta bar to 
remind me that Lincoln Park is withholding the majority of affection it can dispense from me. It 
can see that I’m blood red instead of forest green. Carl Sandburg Village, how much of your 
plasma contains the DNA of Chicago’s great poet? Does it spurt like the faces in Millennium 
Park? Or does it remain stagnate like the smog above you? 

Get back to me on this. I got a $6.99 Batman comic to read in the meantime. 
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Capitalist Sketches 

#1 

Working on the line past midnight, hoisting and dumping bags filled with frozen clothing, 
smashing it on the floor and tables to loosen the aprons, napkins, rags, and medical gear, then 
they spill out like rocks, and pulling apart the ones that want to stick together... The routine gets 
sidetracked with a bag that is light and soft.. .Along with the bloody aprons are maggots, jiggling 
in a concrete mass of fly-dreaming orgy, individualized with a sweep of the hand to the floor to 
play survivor on the plastic mat.. .Revealed are slim brown pods, one is picked up, examined, 
and squeezed, aborting a wannabe life in a pimple popping fashion.. .Midnight shift at the linen 
service. 

#2 

The newly hired dishwasher couldn’t handle the morning rush and flamboyantly quit the first 
hour, leaving a pile that, if it didn’t induce a psychotic version of the blues in your heart, meant 
you were qualified to go back in time and teach Clint Eastwood lessons on Zen.. .Took over two 
hour to plow through it, constantly changing the water, checking the bathrooms, bussing tables 
left in the most disgusting condition by some of the cleanest looking old farts, while enduring a 
country station that played the national anthem at noon—same version, no variants—and 
constantly played a country rap song about a dirt road by some guy who sounded exactly like 
Boomhauer... Tried to get some cleaning out on the floor done early, only for the boss, who was 
watching from a camera that li nk ed directly to his home, to call and complain.. .Rushed through 
the last of the dishes after the rest of the crew left, inspected the restrooms to make sure they 
were clean enough to fool the supervisor, swept and mopped the main floor for the pleasure of 
the camera, mopped enough of the grease off the kitchen floor to make it presentable, and called 
up the supervisor, imploring him to walk over and inspect so I can go home.. .He’s satisfied, 
raves about how good of a janitor I am, offers to get me high at his home—which is only a three 
minute walk away—but I decline and make the 20 minute ride back to Kalamazoo from 
Schoolcraft.. .1 undress, collapse on the futon, and smell my grease coated arms. 

#3 

We are contractors, performing various unionized tasks that the regular non-unionized workers at 
the cement plant perform but for slightly less pay.. .Like last summer, when I was a student 
worker, I’m part of the clean up crew, shoveling and sweeping away dust layers and piles that’ll 
reform by the next day or the next week.. .Occasionally we use lockers, but not today.. .1 put my 
jacket and lunch box next to a table and go to work with my unit.. .1 come back to first break and 
see my stuff tossed on the other side of the room.. .1 ask the guy sitting next to where I placed my 
property “Excuse me, do you know who threw my stuff across the room?”.. .He slams his fists 
on the table and yells “WHO THE FUCK DO YOU THINK YOU ARE?! I’VE WORKED 
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HERE FOR OVER TWENTY YEARS! WHAT HAVE YOU’VE DONE TO DESERVE THIS 
SEAT?”...Our manager, bless his formally alcohol-soaked, born-again heart, puts his arm 
around my shoulders and leads me away.. .’’Why are you messing with Moore?” he asks. “He’s 
extremely violent and strong. His entire family is like that. You shouldn’t mess with 
him.”.. .Later on I told my dad, a regular cement worker who got me this summer gig, what 
happened.. .He gritted his teeth and said he was going to have a talk with “that 
motherfucker” .. .Even more later on, the entirety of my left leg goes through a rusted out part of 
a roof we were cleaning off, and I’m astounded to find that the insides of my boxers were just as 
brown as they usually are. 

#4 

I’m used to denying donated items that we can’t sell, such as console televisions and 
encyclopedias, and dealing with angry donors. I’m still getting the hang of catching said angry 
donors dumping their unwanted items in or around the dumpster belonging to the business next 
door. ..I guess you can say I hit the “jackpot” today when a pissed off donor went off on me, 
jumped back in his truck, and sped away.. .1 see him stop in from of the dumpster, open the door, 
and just sit there.. .1 yell to him, “HEY, SIR!”—he pops his head out—“PLEASE DON’T 
DUMP YOUR ITEMS IN THERE. WE COULD GET IT TROUBLE.”... He yells back “I’M 
TALKING TO MY DAUGHTER! WHAT, A GUY CAN’T TALK ON THE PHONE 
HERE?!”.. .1 stand and watch him talk for another minutes before he heads off.. .1 come back in 
and am paged to the front to help someone move furniture they purchased.. .The customer is a 
director of a nursing home and his companion is a grandma who lives there.. .They purchased a 
couch that’s brown and tan and looks vintage.. .1 put it on my cart—which is as advanced as 
technology was during the Civil War—and roll it out to his minivan.. .He asks me to help him 
put it on the roof.. .1 decline and give him the lowdown on the Starvation Army’s policy 
regarding helping customers put furniture in their vehicles (if the car gets damaged, we’re 
responsible)... “I can’t do it myself,” he says, “you gotta help me.”.. .1 decline again.. .The 
director gets on his knees and says, “Please, help me get it on, man!”.. .’’Please sir, help us,” the 
grandma pleads.. .1 growl and help him push it up.. .My two managers appear, going to their 
lunch breaks... “Floyd, put that couch down NOW,” my main manager says.. .1 stop, and the 
director pushes it the rest of the way up... The manager comes up to me and mumbles, “Don’t 
ever let me catch you doing that again. . .The director takes my side and explains the situation, 
but the managers just glare at me and head on their way.. .The director apologizes profusely, and 
the grandma looks at me the same way Mary does at a dead Jesus in a sculpture that the Catholic 
church I used to attend back in my hometown has. 

*POST-POEM SCRIPT: I’m fired two days later. I’m assured a good recommendation and given 
the main managers home address and phone number. Two weeks later, I haven 'l received my 
final check in the mail. I call the number and get a rehab center. I call another number we were 
instructed to use during emergencies and get a text back from a woman saying I got the wrong 
number. I web search his name and discover that, while he gave me his actual address, the 
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cocksucker gave me a fake number! (Why? IDK *Kanye shrug*) I call his home phone and leave 
a message. He never returns my call. I finally ring up the Starvation Army’s headquarters in 
Grand Rapids and get my fined, measly check a stupid week later. 
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Hi, Momma 

I go downtown to check my P.O. Box and find two letters waiting for me. Both are from the 
State, both regard benefits, and both say the same damn thing: 

DENIED 

I head back to my apartment in Vine and make some calls. I call my landlord, my parents, my 
brother, my aunt, my uncle, and the friends who said I could crash with them for a bit. The only 
sound I heard on every line was RINGING. 

I look around and imagine all the stuff I sold. I try to hallucinate them into existence, but my 
mind prefers to horde them all to its sane self. 

A couch, a table, a shelf, and a few blankets are all that I own. I can’t take the furniture with me, 
so in three hours they’ll belong to the landlord. 

HE KEEPS THE KITCHEN/ He keeps the stove/ He keeps the fridge/ He keeps the sink/ He 
keeps the vent/ He keeps the table/ 

HE KEEPS THE LIVING ROOM/ He keeps the carpet/ He keeps the couch/ He keeps the 
thermostat/ He keeps this wall/ He keeps the shelf/ 

HE KEEPS THE BATHROOM/ He keeps the toilet/ He keeps the shower/ He keeps THIS sink 
too/ 

he keeps this bedroom/ 

He KEEPS this DOOR/ 

He KEEPS this CARPET/ 

He KEEPS these WINDOWS/ 

He KEEPS this VENT/ 

He KEEPS this WALL/ 

IT1 give him some more stuff. 

I’ll add some feces to his carpet. 

I’ll add some urine to his couch. 

I’ll add some blood to his windows. 

I’ll add some skin to his walls. 

I run out and trip on the driveway. I smash my jaw and, when I spit out the saliva and blood, I 
spot what I think is part of a tooth. No, no, you ain’t gonna get that, I thought. I shovel dirt on it, 
giving it back to Momma—a heads up to let her know I’m back home. 
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Static 


Babe, why did 
you have to move 
so far away from 
me? 

I said my love 
was boundless, 
but I exaggerated 
a bit. It does have 
its limits. 

I know we’re together 
by heart— but the 
connection isn’t too 
good. 

I put my fingers into 
my ears and I hear 
static. 
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Battle Creek Adult Bookstores 


We came up with a better name for this place as we browsed the arcade: “Pan Land”. I’m gonna 
send Dante a time travel text later and tell him to check this joint out next time he’s in the field 
researching—we got a whole new circle for you to add to Hell. It’s occupied by satyrs with scaly 
bald heads adorned with greasy, grey-haired crowns, wearing stretched, faded American flag 
shirts. 

Pan Land is lit up mainly by signs above the booths that say “occupied”. Bleach reeks 
everywhere, coming at you like an air gun every time you open a door. I’m confident that, in this 
sterile battlefield, among the crumbled tissues and stretched rubbers, some organisms survive, 
even if it’s on the edge. 

A goat nods to us and enters a booth. The light turns bright red. We cringe and make our way 
back to the gates. We pay the sentinel the toll and enter the coliseum. The battle is raging but the 
seats are empty. We settle down in the middle row. I lean and nibble her ear. She sighs and gives 
me the Aphrodite treatment. 

The buzzer inflicts its Medusa effect and the door opens. We look over and see Zeus. Instead of 
the usual toga, he’s wearing tight jeans and ragged flannel. If a god has to fall, this is the way to 
do it: go from ruling everything, from being able to fuck anyone you want, to watching some 
mortals go at it, hoping for an invite to partake. 

We leave, and I’m tempted to tell him to either talk to Sue Johanson, or hit up Krishna for 
advice, but I just glare at him, reminding myself to remember to send him a message via Hermes 
later. 

We pay one last toll for a private booth. We immediately embrace once the door is locked. At 
last, the tension and frustration built up all evening can finally be properly directed! The Arcadia 
in our veins can be burnt up, and we finally have the proper temple to engage in the worship of 
Yeezus, whom we all know is the true higher power of this world. 

PRAISE YEEZUS! 
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Shattered 


It was easy to watch the glass break back in high school, from a secure home among close 
friends, through Bumfight DVD’s and internet videos. Attempts made now—via calling up 
phone number posted at the end of Youtube vids of crack heads singing and geeking out over the 
freak behind the Knights Inn yelling “FUCKING WHITE PEOPLE!” as our group hiked by—to 
walk over the shards with absurdist footwear. 

I went to the restroom before I started my shift at the Starvation Army. A guy comes in after me 
and takes the other urinal. He starts peeing on the floor, staring at the wall. I see the piss splash 
my boots and I look over. He mumbles “I hate being poor.” 

A piece of glass is sharp enough to go through the sole. It goes between the toes, scratching the 
skin. Two drops of blood appear, and it quickly clots. But you realize you’re neither Atlas nor 
Hercules—if this world can shatter their minds, it surely can yours. 

You can be that junkie next door who threatens to bite you for not saying ‘hi’ to her. 

You can be that homeless man who urinated all over himself on the sidewalk before trying to get 
into the show, getting thrown out, and threatened by Alpena high school students. 

You can be that old, haggard buzzard who tried to buy weed from all the activists at an 
occupation, who staggered about later that night with an anti-capitalist sign before blacking out 
on the couch. 

You can be lucky in Chicago and get to sleep in an enclosed bank entrance where the ATM is. 
You can be unlucky in Chicago and pass out in a doorway in the middle of Lincoln Park next to 
an empty plastic liquor bottle. 

You can meet your end underneath a tree on church property on a freezing winter’s night. 

I told the mighty Ang about the man who urinated all over, and my constant fear that I’ll end up 
homeless and mad. He looked me directly in the eyes and said “NO. You know why that won’t 
happen? Because you have friends.” 

Awhile later, I lost my job and my dad tells me that if I need any kind of help—car repair, money 
for groceries and whatever—to not hesitate and call him. He says my mom is worried about me, 
and I shouldn’t get too annoyed at her. “I’ve known guys who don’t have anybody,” he says. 
“They’re alone all the time, even on the holidays. Nobody gives a fuck about them. Nobody 
gives a fuck whether they live or die.” 
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I look at myself and see the cracks. I’m grateful for the adhesive that’s within my reach, and I 
remind myself of it as I make my way through the Dostoyevskian fog, awaiting the next 
punishment. 
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Wotan 


“Cause sometimes you just feel tired, feel weak 
And when you feel weak, you feel like you wanna just give up 
But you got to search within you, and try to find that inner strength 
And just pull that shit out of you 

And get that motivation to not give up, and not be a quitter 

No matter how bad you wanna just fall flat on your face, and collapse ’’—Eminem 

Overtime is cancelled. I finish the pick, punch out, and stop by the restroom before heading to 
my car. The classic rock station that is put on every Thursday and Friday plays ‘Smokin’ in the 
Boys Room’ by Motley Crue. “ ‘Smokin ’ in the Boys Room ’? What does that mean? Faggots. ” 

This is coming from the stall next to me, and I recognize the voice. It’s the Christian who drives 
hi-lo, reads a leather bound Bible during breaks, switches the channel whenever Maury is on (if 
he’s in possession of the remote), and occasionally leaves Chick Tracts around. I roll my eyes 
and wonder about his upbringing—even when I was a naive child, if I heard a song like this, I’m 
pretty sure my first thought wouldn’t be high school boys blowing each other. 

That instant right there is another example thrown in my face of what I have to escape. Having to 
use vendor boxes for a 26 page pick the next day is a stronger reminder of my current life 
situation. This upcoming weeks schedule makes it so that I can’t properly visit my family for 
Thanksgiving, because apparently the corporation I work for needs me on Black Friday to supply 
their stores with the Sharknado t-shirts and Duck Dynasty boxers that the public demands. 

Question from Asgard to Floyd Spicer: how many Fenrir’s will it take for you to take your 
Gungnir seriously? 

*** 

So I’m writing. It’s 11:30 at night. I’m finally energized, and I got that flow going. 

Then I stop. 

So much for that train. 

I pace around my room, listening to whatever album I have playing on my Mary-Kate and 
Ashley stereo, and fiddle with my hair. The Wolfe routine doesn’t work—the words don’t come, 
and I look at how much wax the Yankee Candles have melted and envy their progress. I stare at 
my Buddha figurine and wish I could reach its level. 

I do the only thing that can be done. I sit my ass down, rip out my eye, toss it down the well, pick 
up the pen, connect it to the paper, and KEEP GOING. 
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Continue dreaming, continue writing, continue trying, and NEVER GIVE UP. 

Unlike writing, not giving up is the easiest thing for me to do. I won’t give up because there’s no 
good reason to. This is the only productive, enjoyable thing I’m good at, and confident with 
doing. My life right now, with all its twists and surprises, is how I knew it would turn out. Even 
when I was in high school, writing for the student paper and reading constantly, I knew I 
wouldn’t immediately be balling like Rowling or King. I was too eccentric and my writing— 
with the type of authors I was, and continue to be, interested in—would be a freak fest that 
would be underground for some time. 

To reword some lyrics from Tyler, the Creator to convey my message better: “Fuckyou think 
I’m a writer for? To wear suits and make good decisions? Man, fuck that shit (Wolf Gang). ” 

I could have taken that route. I could have continued playing hockey and other sports throughout 
my teens, even though I wasn’t really good at them and the majority of the other players hated 
me. I could have gave up on journalism—and writing—and entered the Concrete Technology 
Program at Alpena Community College, followed by attending the same university my dad got 
his Associates from, go to football games and frat parties, then moved back home and work in 
the same place my dad does—the same place he told my brother and I when we were kids he 
didn’t want us to end up at—,get a house on the nice side of town, wake up for 11:00 mass on 
Sundays, sit in a blind in November, get that new car, that expensive television, that riding 
lawnmower, and have my bones buried in Holy Cross Cemetery when the Reaper finishes me 
off. 

I could get back on that track now. I could trash these poems, stories, and notebooks and be 
thankful to get up at 4:30 every day, continue being managed by one of the biggest snakes I’ve 
ever known, not talking—and being told to fear—the Vietnam vet with a longer ponytail than my 
own who grunts and glares at me and everyone in my age group, accepting the piece of shit 
union steward who snitches on anyone who crosses him, for seven/eight/nine years ‘till I start 
making 17 bucks an hour. I could move out of the cheap flat I share in Heritage Hill with two 
other people into a place I can barely afford in an area far away from town that I don’t want to be 
in. I could crawl to South Haven and beg my preggo ex to ditch her husband and take me back, 
promising that I’ll gladly put up with her stupid family and never become annoyed or enraged at 
her self-absorbed, no-compromise decisions regarding our lives and overall relationship. 

Yep, I’ll turn up that Kid Rock song on the radio, cut my hair, shave off my goatee, and go hard 
at becoming the fucking nobody this life has been trying to hammer me into becoming ever since 
I was first told at age 16 "Dreams don’t always come true. ” 

*** 

My wolves are too fierce to dismiss, and my ravens won’t just let me hang from this tree all day. 
They tell me to keep travelling, keep partying, keep searching, keep loving, keep hating, keep 
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fucking, and KEEP WRITING. They remind me of all the good experiences and feelings that 
writing has brought me—like when I wrote over a hundred poems during the fall 2007 semester 
of community college, or when that cute girl snatched the poem I dropped on the floor after 
drunkenly reading it during the Black Lodge Family Jamboree and refused to give it back. 

“Think of all your heroes and what their work has meant to you, like Dylan, Kanye, and 
Rollins—what do these three have in common that you aspire to do and be? They ’re always 
changing themselves and their work—and in doing so, changing the cultured landscape and the 
people within it. They know it’s stupid to remain a block within the time stream. Any truly great 
artist—any truly great writer—becomes one with it but stays true enough to warp and bend it. 
They ’re part of a pantheon that we all look up to. ” 

And they never gave up. 

And they never will. 

And neither will I. 

I’ll walk this line until I’m handed that pearl Kerouac talked about. In the process, I just hope its 
glint doesn’t melt me like the Ark of the Covenant. Whatever happens, I will impact this world. 
If I didn’t believe this, then I wouldn’t be Floyd Spicer. 

I wouldn’t be Garret Schuelke. 

.. .a now that I think about it, I probably wouldn’t be Gary Thomas Schuelke either. 


“I'm a monster, I'm a maven 

I know this world is changing 

Never gave in, never gave up 

I'm the only thing I'm afraid of” —Kanye West 
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Nirvana Bound 

That demon who 
has his claws sunk 
into my back is 
shouting in my ear 
“GO BACK! GO BACK!” 

“No,” I tell him. 

“Not this time. 

I need to do something 
else with my life.” 
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